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*TheTragedie of 


He (hall not heare thee, or from Cafars Campe, 

Say i am none of chine. 

Ant. Whac fayeft thou ? 

Sold. Sir he is with Cafar. 

Eros. Sir,his Chcfts and Treafurehe has not with him. 
Ant* Is he gone? 

Sol . Moftcercnine. 

I Ant . Co Eros, fend his Treafute after,do it, 

Detaine no lot I charge thee : write to him, 

(I will fubferibe) gentle adieu’s.and greetings• 

Say, that 1 wift he neucr finde more caufe 
To change a Mafter. Oh my Fortunes haue 
Corrupted honeft men. Dilpatch Enobarbm. Exit 

Flomjh. - Enter Agnppa , £*far,with Embarbtit* 
and Doll a folia. 

C<tf. Go forth' Agrippa, and begin the fight: 

Our will is Anthony be tookc aliue : 

Make it fo knovvne. 

. A grip. Cafar % \ ft a I!* 

Cafar. The time of vniuerfall peace is ncere: 
j Proue this a profp’rous day, the three nook’d world 
Shall bcare the Oliuc freely. 

Enter a Afejfenger* 

Ttief. ^Anthony is come into the Field. 

Cafi Go charge Agrippa* 

Plant thole that haue reuolted in the Vant, 

That Anthony may feeme to fpend his Fury 
Vponhimfclfe* ' Exeunt* 

Enob. A lex as did reuol^and went to lewrij on 
Affaires of Anthony, there did diflWade 
Great Herod to incline bimielfc to Cafar 9 
And leauc his Mailer Anthony. For this paincs, 

Cafar hath bang’d him: Caminditti and the reft 
That fell away, haue cnrertainrncnr, but 
No honourable truftj.I haue done ill. 

Of which I do accuic my lelfe fo forely. 

That I will ioy no mote 4 . 

Enter a Soldier of Cafars* 

Sol. Enobarbrn* Anthony 
Hath after thee lent all thy Treafure, with 
His Bounty ouer-plus. The Meflengcr 
Came on my guard, and at thy Tent is now 
Vnioading of his Mules* 
hnot I giuc it you. 

Sol. Mockenot EnobarbtUy 
1 tell you true: Bert you fafe the bringer 
Out c£che hoaft., I muft attend mine Office, 

C*r would haue donc’t my felfc. Ycur Emperor 
Continues fiill a Icue. Exit 

Enob . i am alone the Villaineof the earth. 

And fccle I am fo moll. Oh Anthony , 

Thou Mine of Bouncy, how would’ft thou haue payed 
My better feruice, when my turpitude * 

Thou.dofi io Crownc with Gold. This blowcs my hart, 

Iffwift thought breake it not: a fwifter meant 

Shall ouc-ftrike thought, but thought will doo't. I fccle 

I fight againtt thee: No I will go fecke 

Some Ditch,wherein to dye : the foul’ft beft fits 

My latter part of life* Exit. 

&A< arum ^Drummss a?tdTrumpets. 

Enter Agr/ppa. 

Agnp Retire, wc h3ueengag’d our fclucs too farre: 
Cafar himfclfc ha’s workc, and our oppreflion 
Exceeds what wcexpected.- Exit* 


At arums* —-— 

Enter Anthony 9 and Scarrtu wounded. 

Sear. O my braue Emperor, this is foiMnind, . 
Had we done To a; firft, we had drouen them \ Cf< *» 

Withclowtsabouc their heads. Cn ‘ hemho «* 
Ant. Thou blced’ft apscc. ^ ar, i 

Sctr. I had a wound hcere that was like a T 
But now 8 tis made an H. 3 

tAni. They do rctyre. 

Scar. Wce’l beat’em into Bench-holes Iha„, 

Roomc for lix fcotches more. J Uc 

Enter Eros. 

Eros. They arc beaten Sir, and our adua n t a£r „ r 
For afaire vi&ory, fsrues 

Scar. Lee vs fcore their backes. 

And fnatch ’em vp, as we take Hares behinde 
’Tis fport to maul a Runner. * 

Ant. 1 will reward thee 
Once for thy fprightly corotorr,and ten-fold 
For thy good valour. Come thee on. 

Scar. He halt after. ‘ 0 

*xcm 

Alarum. Cuter Anthony againe in a (JMarch, 
Scarrtu, with others ., 

Ant. We haue beatc him to his Campe: Runneone 
Bcfore,& let the Q^een know of our guefts: to morrow 
Before the Sun fhall Ice’*, wee’l fpill the blood 
That ha’s today cfcap’d. I thankcyouali, 

F or doughty handed are you, and haue fought 
Not as you ferud the Caufe, but as’c had bcene 
Each mans like mine : you haue fhewnc all Bettors* 
Enter the Citry, clip your Wines, your Friends, 

Tell them yourfcats,whil ft they with ioy full tcares 
Waft the congealenjent from your wounds.and kiffe 
The Honour’d-gaftes whole. 

Enter Cleopatra. 

Giuc me thy hand, 

i othis great Faiery, lie commend thya&s. 

Make her thankes blefle thcc. Oh thou day o’th’vvcrldj 
Chains mine arm’d necke, leape thou, Attyrc and all ' 
Through proofe of Harneffe to my heartland there 
Fvidc on the pants triumphing. 

Cleo . Lord of Lords * 

Oh infinite Vertue^comai'ft thou ftniling fromj 
The worlds great fnare vneaught. 

Ant. MineNightingaic, 

We haue beatc them to their Beds. 

WhacGyrie, though gray 

Do fomthing mingle with our yonger brown,yet ha we 
A Braine that nouriftes our Neruc$,and can 
Gecgole forgoleofyouch. Behold this man. 
Commend vnto his Lippes thy fauouring hand, 

KifTeit my Warriour: He hath fought to day, 

As i fa God in hateofMankinde^ad 
Deftroycd in fuch a fhape, 

Cleo* He giue thee Friend ? 

An Armour all ofGold ) it was a Kings. 

Ant. He has deferu’d it,were it Carbunkled 
Like holy Pbcebus Carre. Giuc me thy hand, 

Through Alexandria make a icily March, 

Beareour hackt Target*, like the men that owe them* 

Had our great Pallaec the rapacity 

To Campe this hoaft, we all would fop together* 

And drinkc Carowfes to the next dsyes Fate 

Which 
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<iAntbony and Qeopatra. 


V’hicb promifes Royall perill, Truropetters 
^Tith brazen dinne blaft you the Citties eare, 

Make mingle with our ratling Tabourines, 

That heauen and earth may ftrike their founds together, 
Applauding out approach. Exeunt. 

Enter a Centerie,and his Company , Enobarbus followes. 

Cent. If we be not releeu’d within this houre, 

\Vemuft returne to’ch’Court ofGuard : the night 
ls(hiny,and they fay, we (hall embattaile 
gy’th’fecond houre i’th’Moroc. 

i.tVatch. This lalt day was a fhrew’d one too’*. 

Enob. Oh beatc me witneffe night. 

, Whatman is this? 
j Stand dofe,and lift him. 

Enob. Be witneffe to me (O thou bleffed Moone) 
When men reuolted fhall vpon Record 
Beare hatefull memory: poore Enobarbus did 
Before thy face repent. ^ 

Cent. Enobarltu ? 
a Peace :Hearke further. 

Enob. Oh Soueraigne Miftris of true Mclancholly, 

The poyfonous dampe of night difpungc vpon me, 

That Life, a very Rcbell to my will, 

May hang no longer on me. Throw my heart 
Againft the flint and hardneffc of my fault, 

Which being dried with greefe, will breake to powder. 
And finifh all foule thoughts. Oh Anthony , 

Nobler then my reuolt is Infamous, 

Forgiuc me in thine owneparticular. 

But let the world ranke me in Regifler 
A Mafter leauer, and a fugitiue: 

Oh Anthony ! Oh Anthony ! 

1 Let’s fpeake to him. 

Cent. Let’s heare him, for the things he fpeakes 
May conceme Cafar. 

2 Let’s do fo, but he fleeces. 

Cent. Swooods rather, for fo bad a Prayer as his 
Was neuer yet for fleepe, 

1 Go we to him. 

2 Awake fir.awakc, fpeake to vs. 
i Heare you fir? 

rent. The hand of death hath raught him.' 

Drumntes afarre off. 

Hearke theDrummes demurely wake the fleepers: 

Let vs beare him to’th’Court of Guard: he is of note : 
Oar houre is fully out. 

* Come on then, he may recouer yet. exeunt 

Inter Anthony and Scarrtssyvith their Army. 

Ant. Their preparation is to day by Sea, 

We plcafethem not by Land. 

Scar. For both,my Lord. 

Ant. I would they’ld fight i’th’Fire,or i’th'Ayre, 

Wee’ld fight there too. But this it is, our Foote 
Vpon the hilles adioyning to the Citty 
Shall ftay with vs . Order for Sea is giuen, 

They haue put forth the Hauen: 

Where their appointment we m3y beft difeouer. 

And lookc on their eiidcuour. exemt 

j ' 

Inter C<tfvr t and his Army. 

Caf. But being charg’d, vve will be ftill by Land, 
Which as I tak"t we (hall, for his beft force 
Is forth to Man his Gallies. To the Vales. 


__^ 

And hold our beft aduantage. exeunt. 

Alarum afarre off \ as at a Sea-fight. 
Enter Anthony 9 and Scarrm. 

Ant . Yet they are not ioyn’d ; 

Where yon’d Pine does ftand, I fhall difeouer alj* 

11c bring thee word ftraight* how ’ris like to go* exit . 

Scar. Swillowes haue built 
In Cleopatra s Sailes their nefts. The Auguries 
Say^thcy know not, they cannot tell, looke grimly. 

And dare not fpeake their knowledge. Anthony > 

Is valiant,anddeiefted, andbyftarts 
His fretted Fortunes giue him hope and feare 
Ofwhat he has, and has net # 

Enter n Anthony. 

*Ant> All is loft : 

This fowle Egyptian hath betrayed me: 

My Fleece hath yeeldrd to the Foe, and yonder 
They caft their Caps vp, and Carowfe together 
Like Friends long loft. Tr-ple-turn’d Whore, Yis thou 
Haft fold me to this Nouice.and my heart 
Makes onely Warrcs on thee. Bid them all flyc : 

For when I am reucng*d vpon my Charme, 
lihaue done all. Bid them all flyc, begone. 

Oh Sunnc, thy vprife fhall I fee no more, 

Fortune, and Anthony part hcere, euen heere 1 
Do we.fhakc hands? All come to this ? The hearts 
That pannclled me at hceles, to w horn I gaue 
Their wiftes, do dif-Candie, melc their fweet* 

On bloflbming Cafar : And this Pine is barkt. 

That ouer-top’d them all. Betray’d I am. 

Oh this falfc Soule of Egypt } this graue Charme, 

Whofe eye beck’d forth my Wrr.s& caPd them home: 
Whofc Bofome was my Crownct,my chiefe end. 

Like a right Gypfie, hath at faft and loofe 
Beguil’d me, to the very heart of lefle. 

What EroSyEros ? 

Enter Cleopatra. 

Ah, thou Spell! Auaunt. 

Cleo . Why is my Lord enrag’d againft his Loue? 
Ant. VanifhjOr I fhall giuc thee thy deferuing. 

And blemifh Cafars Triumph. Let him take thee. 

And hoift thee vp to the ftouting Plebeians, 

Follow his Chariot, like the g. eateft Ipot 

OfallthySex. ModMonfter-likebe fhewnc 

For poor’ft Diminitiucs, for Dolts, and let 

Patient Ottattia y plough thy vifage vp 

With her prepared naiics. exit Cleopatra. 

’Tis well th’art gone. 

If it be well to liuc. But better ’were ^ 

Thou fell’ll into my furie, for one death 
Might haue preuented many. Eros ,hoa ? . 

The ftirt of Nejfui is vpon me, teach me 
A/cideSy thou mine Anceftor, thy rage. 

Let me lodge Licas on the homes o’th’Moone, 

And with thofe hands that grafpc the heauieft Club, 
Subdue my worthteft fclfe: The Witch fhall die, 

To the young Roman Boy fte hath fold me,and I fall 
Vndcr this plot; She dyes for’t. fmhoa? exit. 

Enter Cleopatra>Charmian 3 1ras^A/ardian. 

Cleo. Helpe me my women: Oh bee’s more mad 
Then Telamon for his Shield, the Boarc of Thcffaly 
Was neuer fo imboft. 

Char. ToWMonument, there locke your fclfe. 

And fend him word you are dead; 






























































